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Subject;  "A.  New  Kind  of  a  Conscience,"  by  lacy  Chandler  Fuller.  Issued  by 
the  National  Kindergarten  Association,  Hew  York  City. 
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Since  this  is  Thanksgiving  day,  and  I  know  you  are  not  in  the  mood  to 
listen  to  recipes  and  menus,  I'm  going  to  read  you  a  story  I've  been  saving 
for  some  time.     The  title  is-  "A  lev/  Kind  of  a  Conscience."    The  story  is  about 
a  little  boy  who  was  badly  in  need  of  a  new  conscience.    Ever  know  that  kind 
of  a  little  boy?     So  have  I.     Lot  of  them.     And  little  girls,  too.  Here's 
the  story  —  you  can  go  on  aoout  your  baking  while  I  read,  for  there's 
nothing  to  write  down  this  morning. 

A  NEW  KIND  0?  k  CONSCIENCE 

A  little  brown  celluloid  toad  was  Bobby's  conscience.     And  the  way  the 
little  toad  became  such  a  very  important  thing  as  a  conscience  is  interesting. 

One  day  Bobby  was  very  cross  and  disagreeable.    He  didn't  want  to  do 
anything  his  mother  told  him  to  do.    Finally,  Mother  said,  "Bobby,  do  you 
know  what  we  are  going  to  do?" 

3ob"oy  stopped  -poking  at  the  shoe  which  he  was  trying  to  lace  and  looked 
up.     "What?"  he  asked  crossly. 

"".Ye 're  going  to  Mrs.  Green's  Toy  Shop,  to  buy  you  a  new  conscience." 

"3uy  a  what?"  asked  Bobby. 

"A  conscience,"  repeated  Mother. 

"What  is  a  conscience?"  asked  Bobby,  at  a  loss. 

"Well,11  replied  Mother,  "your  conscience  is  really  inside  of  yourself. 
It  tells  you  when  you  are  being  a  good  boy,  and  when  you  are  being  a  bad 
boy,  and  it  tries  to  help  you  to  be  {.ood.    Because  your  own  conscience  doesn't 
segm  to  have  worked  very  well  today,  we  are  going  to  Mrs.  Green's  Toy  Shop 
to  buy  a  small  animal  which  will  be  a  new  conscience  to  help  your  old  one 
along." 

"Jut  how  could  it,  Mother?"  asked  Bobby. 

"Oh,  you'll  have  to  help  it,  of  course,  but  it  will  help  you,  too. 
When  you  are  a  good,  cheerful  boy  it  will  play  with  you,  but  if  you  are  cross 
and  disobedient  it  will  have  to  go  away  and  hide  until  you  are  good  again," 
explained  Mother. 
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"That  might  work,"  said  Bobby,  as  he  poked  the  shoe-string  into  the 
last  hole.     "Let's  go  now,  Mother." 

Mrs.  Green's  Toy  Shop  was  wonderful  that  day.    There  were  six  new 
rabbits,  a  furry  cat,  a  life-sized  dog,  elephants,  monkeys,  bears,  little 
yellow  chickens,  cows,  pigs,  and  every  kind  of  animal  you  could  think  of. 

But  what  do  you  think  3obby  found  over  in  one  corner,  almost  hidden 
by  a  fierce  tiger?    A  small,  brown  toad,  with  tiny,  black,  beady  eyes  and 
little  humps  all  over  his  back  and  legs.     It  looked  just  ready  to  take  a 
jump. 

"There!"  exclaimed  Bobby,  "that  little  toad  would  make  a  fine  con- 
science.   He  can  ride  in  my  pocket  wherever  I  go,  and  if  I'm  bad,  he's  all 
ready  to  hop  out  and  run  away." 

The  little  brown  toad  turned  out  to  be  as  good  a  conscience  as  3obby 
thought  it  would.    Bobby  talked  to  it  just  as  if  it  were  alive,  and  pre- 
tended that  the  toad  talked  back  to  him.     It  would  sit  by  its  little  master's 
plate  at  the  table,  and  watch  Bobby's  table  manners.     It  would  hop  up  on  the 
wash-bowl,  and  see  that  Booby  brushed  his  teeth,  and  didn't  forget  to  rinse 
his  mouth.     It  would  help  Bobby  to  get  home  on  time,  and  to  answer  his  mother 
quickly  when  she  called. 

One  morning  at  breakfast,  Bobby  said,  "What  do  you  think  my  Little 
Toad  did  for  me  last  night?" 

"What?*  asked  Father,  who  liked  to  hear  about  this  new  kind  of  a  con- 
science. 

""Jell,"  exclaimed  Bobby,   "after  I  got  into  bed  I  wanted  to  get  up  and 
turn  on  the  light,  and  play.     But  Little  Toad  said,   'No,  Bobby,  don't  do  that. 
Your  mother  said  you  were  to  too  right  to  sleep.'     I  still  wanted  to  do  it, 
but  Little  Toad  said,   'Remember,  if  you  get  out  of  bed,  3obby,  I'll  hop  up  on 
that  shelf,  and  I  won't  come  back  tonight.'     I  knew  Little  Toad  was  right,  so 
I  turned  over,  and  went  to  sleep." 

"I  think  Little  Toad  is  a  pretty  good  kind  of  a  conscience,"  said 

Father. 

"And  I  think  so,  too,"  agreed  Bobby,  as  he  offered  Little  Toad  a  bite 
of  his  toast  and  strawberry  jam. 

That's  ail  of  the  story. 

Tomorrow  we'll  have  something  to  say  about  "Thanksgiving  Left-overs," 
and  I  shall  sive  you  a  recipe  for  Turkey  Hash  which  is  truly  delicious. 


